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in a bag, I started for Padua, with the intention of passing
my third examination.
When I returned to Venice some months later, my dis-
graceful performance was forgotten. The unfortunate
affair had faded from people's minds, hut there was no
longer any question of my becoming a preacher.
In the autumn I received an invitation from the Countess
of Mont-Real to pass some time at a country place of hers
called Pasean, where I was to meet a numerous and brilliant
company, including her daughter, a Venetian lady, who had
wit and beauty, but only one eye.
A charming room on the ground floor was allotted to
me; it looked into the garden. The morning after my ar-
rival, when I opened my eyes, they rested with delight on
a beautiful girl who brought me my coffee. She seemed to
be about seventeen, but in reality was three years younger.
Her skin was as white as alabaster, and her hair and eyes
as black as ebony; she wore nothing but a chemise and a
short petticoat, showing a well-turned leg and the prettiest
little foot imaginable.
Was your bed comfortable?' she asked.
*Yes; and I am sure it was you who made it. Who arc
you?*
CI am Lucy. My father is the concierge here, I have no
brothers nor sisters, and I am fourteen years old. I am glad
you have not brought a servant with you, as I shall wait on
you, and I hope you will be pleased with me.*
She helped me to put on my drcssing~gown, and while I
took my coffee she sat on the bed and chattered to me, By
and by her father and mother came in; they scolded her
gently for being so forward, and begged me to excuse her.
When she left the room, they broke into praises of her
goodness and gentleness. 'She is,' they said, cour only child,
and the hope of our old age. She loves and obeys us, and
fears God. She is as healthy as a fish, and has only one fault;
she is very young.'
While they were stiU talking of her, she returned, as gay